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to rcmouc proud Somerfet the King, 

Seditious to his Grace* and to the State, 

*Buc. That is too nmch prefumption on thy part; 
But if thy Armcs be to no other end. 

The King ha th y eelded vnto thy demand; 

The Duke of Somcrfet is in the Tower. 
nr\t, Vpon thine Honor is he Pri loner ? 

Vpon mine Honor he is Prifoner. 

Torke* Then Buckingham I dodifmiffemy Powres* 
Souldiers, I thanke you all; di'perfe your felues; 

Meet me to morrow in S, Georges Field , 

You {hall haue pay, and cuery filing you wifk 
And let my Soueraigne, vertuous Henry , 

Command my eldeft fonne, nay all my formes. 

As pledges of my Feahie and Loue, 
lie fend diem all as willing as I line: 
LandSjGoods^Horfc, Armor, any thing I haue 
Is his to vfe.ioSomerfet may die, 

Buc c Yorke, I commend this kinde fubmjfticm* 
Wecwaine will go into his Highntfffe Tent, 

Enter King and Attendants m 
King, Buckingham, doth Yorke intend no harme to vs 
That thus he mareheth with thee armc in arme ? 

Torino* In all fubmiflion and humility,. 

Yorke doth prelent himfelfe vnto your Highneffe* 

K* Then what intends theft Forces thou doft bring ? 

Tor. Toheaue the Traitor Somerfct fromhenec^ 

And fight againft that monflreus Rebcll Cade $ 

Who fince 1 heard to be difeomfited. 


Enter fien with Cades bead* 

Idm f Ifonefo rude, and offo meant condition 
May pafle into the prefence of a King: 

Loe, I prefed t your Grace a Traitors head. 

The head of Cade 5 whom 1 in combat flew* 

King, The hc^ d of Great God,bovv iuft art thou f 

Oh let me view his Vifage being dead, 

Ttut lining wroughtrnefoch exceeding trouble, 

Tell me my Friend, arc thou the man that flew him? 

I den. J was, arfc like your Maiefty, 

/Gw^.How art rhoti call’d? And what is thy degree ? 
Idm. Alexander I dm ^ that's my name, 

A poore Eftpirc ofKeot^that Iquce his King, 

Bm\ So pkafe it you my Lord/twerc not amifle 
He were created'Knight for his good fcruict. 

King, Iden s knceledowne, rife vp a Knight; 

Wegitie thee for reward a thoufandMarkes, 

And will, that thou henceforth attend on vs. 

Idm, May Idm line to meric fuclr a bountie 5 
And nener Hue but true vnto his Liege# 

1 eilSni 2 j rl Vi-. -Y 13V* rj•; * » ♦ < j 5^r> ; ri : •,,> 

£m er Qmtn& and Somerfet * 

Jc.SeeBucidugham^SorrTerfet comes with chQueenc, 
Go bid her hide him quickly from the Duke. 

Chi* For thoufaud Yorkes hefhall not hide his head* 
But boldly ftand, and front him to his face.. 

Tor. How xmwi is Somerfet at libertie ? 
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j Then Yovkc vnJoofethylong imprifoned thoughts, 
f And lec rhy tongue be equal! with thy heart. 

Shall I endure the light of Somerfet/ 

. Falie King, why baft thou broken faith with me, 

; Knowing how hardly 1 can.brooke abnfe ? 

’King did I call thee? No: thou art not King: 

■ Not fit to gouerne and rule multitudes, 

■ Which dar'ft aot.no nor canft not rule a Traitor. 


That Head of thine doth not becornTTr' - '—- 
Thy Hand is made to graspc a PaW 1 °^ ■ 
And not to grace an awefull Princefcr c" . 

That Gold, muft round engirt thefcL* pter ’ 
Whofe Smile and Frownc, like to 
liable with the change, to kill and cute S?e3rc ’ 

Heere is a hand to hold a Scepter vp ' 

And with the fame to *a< controlling T a 
Giue place: by heauen thou {halt rule no^* * 

O’re him, whom heauen created for thv R .j? 

Som, O monftrous Traitor! I arreft 4, v 
Of Capitall Treafon J gainfl the King and C Y ° riic 
Obey audacious Traitor, kneelefor Grai-* VSne { 
Y° r k} Wold’ft haue me kneele?Firft U m , 

1 fthey can brooke I bow a knee to man: ^ * l ‘ a ^ 
Sirrah, call in my fonne to be my baic •' 

I know ere theywill haue me go to Ward 
They’l pawne their i'words of my iofranchif,^ 

£«. Call hitherC^, bid him 
To lay, if that the Ballard boyes of Yorke mai ° C ' 
Shall be the Surety for their Traitor Father 
7 orke. Oblood-befpoctedNeopolitj,,, * 

Out-caff of Naples, England* bloody Scourge 
1 he lOtines of Yorke, rhy betters in their birth' 
shall be th err Fathers baile, and bane to choir' 

That for my Surety will refufc the Boyes. 

Enter Edward and Richard, 

Sec where they come, lie warrant they! makeic 

Enter Clifford, ^ 1 

g». And here comes Cl,f„d , 0 deny <htirb.de. 
Chf. Health,and all happmelTc to my Lord the 

k™ r z Tf c 'ff" s,y ’” h>ti *s 

Nay, do not h igh? vs with an angry Joofce; 
Wearethy Soucraigne Clifford, kneeleasaj ne . 

For thy miftaking fo. We pardon thee. 

Clff. This is my King Yorke, I do not miftak& 

But thou miftakes ir.c much co thinkcl 6 o t 
ToBedlcm with him, istbemangrownemad. 

Kino, I Clifford, a Eedlem and ambitious humor 
Make* him oppofe himfelfe againft hii King, 

Clif, He is a Traitor, let him to the Tower 
And chop away that fa&ious pate ofhis. 

He is atrefted, but will not obey: 

His fonnes{hcfayes)lhall giue their words for him. 
Tor. Will you not Sonnes ? 

Edw. J Noble Father, ifotir words will ferur. 

Rich. And ifwords will not, then our Weapons flul, 
Clif,. Why what a brood ofTraicors haue we heere? 
Torke. Looke in a Glaffe, and call thy Imagefo, 

I am thy King, and thou a faife-heart Traitor: 

Call hither to the ftakemy two braue Scares, 

That with the very fhaking of their Chaines, 

They may aftomfh thefefell-lurking Cones, 

Bid Salsbury andWarwicke come to me. 

Enter the Ear let of,tfCamicke, and 
Salts Bu ry b 

ffltffhrtt thefe thy Beares? Wed bate thy Bears to deaffy 
Arid manadctheBerard in their Chaines, 

If thou dar^ft bring them to the bay ting place, 
f Bich* Oft hane I feenc a hoc ore-weening Curre^ 

R un backe and bire, becaule he was with*hdd ? 

Who being fuffer'd with cheBearts fell paw. 

Hath clapr his taile, betweene his legges and aide* 

And filch a pcccc offoruicc wifi you do,t 
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^ »oofcV 0 « felues »match Lord W arwicke. 
^ oU r°fficeheape of wrath, foulcindigefted lumpe, 
ci, f’ jo thy manners, as thy fhape. 

A* a00 f,. v we (hall heate you thorowly anon. 

T Clf St heede leaf! by your heate you burneyour 

: W i w \Varwicke,hath thy knee forgot to bow? 
hurv fiiame to thy filucr haire, 

P Sa \a niifleader of thy br^in-ficke lomie, 

thou on thy death-bed play the Ruffian? 
W SXrorrowwithtl 7 S P eaacle S J 
> r.is Faith ?Oh, where u Loyalty ? 

°f ■tebinifl't from the froftie head, 

Pf ° c fh*|liefinde a hatbotir in the estth i 
>5 e iTo dtgoe a graue to findc out Warre, 
f l /fli3mc°thinc honourable Age with blood ? 

Sint thou old, and want’ft experience ? 
n r wherefore d oeft abufc it, if thou haft it? 

(hame in dmie bend thy knee to me. 

That bovtes vnto the graue with rrnckle age. 

1 My Lord, 1 haue confidered with my idle 
TIicTftleof this moft renowned Duke, 

And in my confidence, do repute his grace 
Tbcri^bcftsll heyre to England* Royall Icate, 

Halt thou not fwonie Allegeanccvnto me? 

thou difpeofe with heauen for fuch an oath ? 
Sd. It is finne 5 to fweare vnto a finne : 

But treater finne to keepe a finfhll oath: 

\Vhoean be bound by any folemnc Vow 
Todoarmird'rousdeede, to rob a man, 

To force a fpodefTe Virgins ChaRkic, 

To reaue the Orphan ofhis Patrimonie, 

Towing the Widdow from her cuftom'd right, 

And haue no other reafon for this wrong! 

But that he was bound by a folcmneOath? 

A fubtie Traitor needs no Soph)rtcr. 

King, Call Buckihghaniyand bid him armc himfelfe. 
Call Buckingham,and all the friends thou 
lam refold’d for death and dignt cic* 

OtiC/jf The fir ft I warrant thee ? if dreames prouc true 
mr. You were beft to go to bed^and dreame againc, 
Tokeepc thee from the Tempeft of the field. 

Old Cl if* I am fefoluM to bearc a greater ftorme, 

Then any thou canft coniure vp to day : 

And that lie write vpon thy Bnrgonct, 

Might I but know thee by thy hoofed Badge, 

War. Now by my Fathers badge^old Nemfs Creft, 
Thciatupant Bcarc chainM to the ragged flafle, 

This day He wear e aloft my Burgonet, 

Ajona Mountainc top, the Cedar flic wes. 

That keepeihis Icaucs infpight of any ft or me. 

Earn io affright thee with the view thereof. 

OldCltf And from thy Burgonet lie rend thy Beare ? 
And tread it vnd cr foot with all contempt, 

Dtfpight the Bcarard* that protefts the Bcarc. 

ToJCif And fo to Armcs viflorious Father, 

Taqutllche Rebels, atid their Complices* 

Fie, Chari tie for flnme/peake not in fpight, 
for you fliall fup with lefo Chrift to night* 

To Clf Fouk ftysmaticke chaCs more then thou 

anfttdL 

Rfc* Ifnot in heauen, youl furely fup in hell. Exeunt 
Enter Warwick*• 

%r t Clifford of Cumberland, Yis Warwi^ke calles; 
And if thou doft not hide thee from the Beare* 


Now when the angrie Trumpet founds alarum. 

And dead mens cries do fill the emptie ayre* 

Clifford I fay, come forth and fight with me. 

Proud Northerne Lord ^Clifford of Cumberland, 
Warwicke is hoarfe with calling thee to armes* 

Enter Torke* 

How now my Noble Lord? What all a-foot- 
Tor, The deadly handed Clifford flew my Steed : 

But match to match I haue eucountred him, 

And made a prey for Carrion Kytes and Crowes 
Eucfl of the bonriie beaft helpucd fo well. 

Enter Clifford. 

War* Ofone or both ofvs the time is come. 

Tor, Hold Warwick: feek thee out ibme other chace 
For I my felfe mu ft hunt this Deere to death* 

War .Then nobly Yorke/tis for a Crown thou figluft; 
As I intend Clifford to thriue to day, 

It sreeuesmy foulcto leauc thcee vnaflaiFd. Exit War* 
Clif, What fedi thou in me Yorke ? 

Why doft thou paufe ? 

Torke. With thy braue bearing fhould I be in loue. 
But that thou art fo faft mine encmie. 

Chf Nor fTiould thy proweffe want praife & efteeme. 
But that'eis fiiewneignobly,and in Treafom 

Torke. So let it helpc me now againft thy fword, 

As I in suffice, and true right expreffe it* 

Clif My foulc and bodie on the action both* 

Tor . A dreadfull lay, addreffe ihec infUncly* 
ffhf La fin Cor rone les mmems. 

Tor . Thus Warre hath giuen thee peacc,for ^ art ftill, 
Peace with his foulc 3 heauen if it be thy will* 

Enteryong Clifford* 

Chf Shame and Confuliou a!! is on the roue, 

Feare frames diforder, and diiorder wounds 
Where it fhould guard. O Warre, thou fonne of hel]. 
Whom angty heauens do make their mimfler. 

Throw in the frozen boiomes of our part, 

Hot Coales of Vengeance, Let no Souldkr flye. 

He that is truly dedicate to Warre, 

Hath no felfe-lonc ; nor he that loues himfelfe. 

Hath not effbncially, but by circumftante 
The name of Valour, O let the vile world end. 

And the premifed Flames of the Laft day. 

Knit earth and heauen together* 

Now let the gcnerall Trumpet blow hii blaft. 

Particularities, and pettie founds 

To ccafc, Was*t thou ordainM (deereFather) 

Toloofe thy youth in peace, and co atcheeue 
TheSduer Liuery ofaduifed Age, 

And in thy Reuerence, and thy Chairc-dayes, thus 
To die in Ruffian battel! ? Euen at this fight* 

My heart is turn'd to ftone: and while kis mine. 

It (hall be ftony. Yorke, not our old tnen fparei: 

No more will I their Babes, Teares Virginall, 

5hall be co me* eucn as th e Dew to Fire, 

And Beaune, that the Tyrant oft redaimes. 

Shall to my flaming wrath, be Gyle and Flax; 
Henceforth, I will not haue to do with pitty. 

Meet Ian infant of thohoufeofYorkc ? 

Into as many gobbits will I cut it 
As wildc LMedtii yong Abfirth did* 

In cruelty, will 1 feeke out my Fame a 
Come thou new mine ofoldc Cliffords boufoi 
As did t r£neas old Anchyfes beare, 

So bcare I thee vpon my manly (boulders: 

But then, z/£mas bare aliuing loade j 

o 3 Nothing 
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